guest at the shrimp teas. The three of them, all wear-**
ing plum-coloured suits, twiddling awkward caps and
bearing carriers of sticky buns, conveyed an odd sugges-
tion of the Three Wise Men come to honour a pauper
Christ. I noticed that they were all clutching some-
thing in their damp hands, and before they left they
each presented me with a half-crown. Silver, they ex-
plained haltingly, brought luck to a new mother. I
gave the money to Liza and heard no more of it.
At the end of three weeks, just as he should have
been out of danger, the baby developed measles. They
would not believe it to begin with. He had been so
strong and well. When I carried him about the ward
he had taken an interest in everything. The first time
the doctor examined him, he hit him on the nose, and
^everyone said he was going to be a boxer. And then,
as the days passed, he began to shrivel and turn into a
peaked little old man. His fine, healthy crying became
a sickly whine. I was sitting up knitting a vest for
him one morning when sister came in and took a look
at him. *Tm afraid he won't live to wear that vest,"
she said. **I think you'd better have him baptized."
So a squeaky-booted parson came and we knelt round
the cot and he was christened Brian and the parson re-
cited the twenty-third psalm. I burst into tears when
they left the room. I felt I had condemned him to
death.
He didn't die till next day* It was a fine spring
day, April the first, and three other babies died that
morning. I was out of the room when it happened. I
couldn't bear to watch so much misery that I couldn't
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